Ms tobacco for a time, quietly retrospective9 reliving,
in the company of          now dust with the dust for

which they hads unwittingly perhaps, fought, those
gallant, pinch-bellied days Into which few who now
trod that^earth could enter with him.

Old Bayard shook the ash from his cigar, "Will,"
he "what the devil were you folks fighting aboutf
anyhow?"

"Bayard/* old Falls answered, "be damned ef 1
ever did know*"

After old man Falls had departed with his small
parcel and his innocently bulging cheek, old Bayard sat
smoked his cigar. Presently lie raised his hand and
touched the wen on his face,, but lightly, remembering
old man Falls5* parting stricture; and recalling this, the
thought that it might not yet be too late, that lie might
yet remove the paste with water, followed.

He rose and crossed to the lavatory in the corner of
the room. Above it was fixed a small cabinet with a
mirror in the door5 and in it lie examined the black
spot on his cheek, touching it again with his fingers^
then examining his hand. Yes, it might still come off*
. . . But be damned if he would; be damned to a man
who didn^t know his own mind He flung his cigar away
and quitted the room and tramped through the lobby
toward the door where his chair sat. But before he
reached the door he turned about and came op to the
cashiers window, behind which the cashier sat IE a
green eyeshade.
he said.

The cashier looked up. "Yes, Colonel?"

"Who is that damn boy that hangs around here,

aw